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MEN AND SPIDERS.

=TT
I FrrUNGA stone into & fleld:
How many tiny ereatiies thepe may yield |
{1 thop, l}b;he(;lf patty lives through that

e s ! :
To A pebhbie, "tis to theny & rock,
Gigginaie, crusl, and fraught with sadden

. th..
l'ﬂhmc crusted an ant, perhaps its breath
Alope tore down a8 white and glittering pal-

Andthe small spider damas the giant's mal-
Who mu‘g}:g the wreck—blasted his pretty
Whok;wwnwhadny o saanterer, Mght of

he .
Anidle wanderer through the flelds of space,
lﬂrge:;g‘ d, big-bLrained, t» whom our pany
Seems small as insects; one whose footstep

On some vast continent {slanded by stars,—
‘Who l‘::u;ws when he, just leaning oe’'r the
t v
May fling a stone and crush our earth to bits,
And ‘lilt ::}lm men bhave builded with their
wits:

Ah, what a loss! yon say; our bodies go,
Eut not our temples, statues, and the glow
Of giorions canvases; and not the pages
Our ?oeu liave fllumcd through myriad ages.
Wit boots the insects loss? Anotherday
Will see the seit-same ant-hill, and the pi}ny
Ofaight on dainty web the same.

You sa

The spider’s work is not o nal,— 3
But whatof ours? Ah! friend, [ think that all
We do is just the same thing over and over.
Tuke Life: you have the woman and her lov-

er—
'Ti3 old as Eden, nothing new in that!
Ta_lcannnr;i_ldinz, and you 1each ere long the

Nile desért sands, by way of France, Rome,
Greece.

And there is Poetry—our bards increase

In numbers, but, before Joln Keats, the robe

Of song was worn by Shakspeare, Dante, Job,

No, )‘l‘(];! The forms may chunge, but even

&y

Come'roond again. Could we but scan it

We'dfind in the heavens sume littie, busy
plenet

whe"t?:d?\l;l- we are was borrowed; and if

The Lm'ned giant flung his ponderous

And ‘:;;;::;',d all our mighty schemes were

His were a seant remorse and short-lived
tronble

As mine for those small creatures in the stub-
e. A
—R. W. Gilder, in Scribner's Monthly.

A STRANGE INTRODUCTION.

I mousT, I suppose, introduce myself,
as i haye undertaken to bring a portion
of my history before the public, and
shall Dbegin by telling my name and

state.

I, George Falconer, then, am one of
the members of the Civil Service whom
Punech so unfairly likened, some time
since, to the fountains in Trafalgar
Square, aceusing us, like them, of ¢ play-
ing from eleven till four daily.” But
Mr. Punch was for once mistaken, and
should be informed that we who thus
civilly serve our country have not the
easy times we are supposed to have.
Having relieved my mind by which pro-
test, I will proceed with the narration
of iy story.

< Well, then, being tired with a heavy
day's work, I walked, perhaps some-
what languidly, up Regent Street, mak-
inE for my rooms in Margaret Street,
where I knew I shonld find my dinner
awaiting me. It had been a sult
August day, and London, with its slac
trade time and many shuttered windows,
looked like a city of the dead.

Nobody was in town, which means
nobody worth knowing; and I was my-
self longing to get away among the
grouse, or by the salt sea waves, to in-
hale the briny, and blow off the London
smuts and eobwebs, which gather alike
on mind and body; and indeed men
need this bracing-up of mnerves and
sinews, to enable them to resist
the,  suicidal feeling engendered by
the London fogs which are to
follow—thick enough to frighten
the Zulus, if they could only be
enveloped in them for a few hours. As
Isaid before, I was tired, and longing
to get away for a holiday. But my sen-
iors had to be satisfied tirst, and I had
to await my turn; and that is why [ was
in the’ great metropolis when every one
else was gone, with the exception of a
few unfortunates like myself,

It was one of those days of leaden
heat, when the sun does not seem to
shine so brightly after all, ner to send
down scorching rays; yet when the very
fich in the Serpentine come to the sur-
face and gasp; when the pavements sear
your feet, and your boots feel several
gizes too small; when to hold up an um-
brella would be useless exertion and ab-
surd. and it is impossible to find out

which direction the wind is in, for there
is not the faintest breath of air to indi- |
cate it; when the weary cab-horses loll ‘
out their parched and thirsty tongues,
with scarcely the emergy to whisk the
tofmenting flies from their harness galls;
when one could drink the seadry, if only
it were not salt! I had taken a long
time walking home; but I was nearly

ere at last; I had only to turn the cor-
ner of the street, and within a few doors
I should find one which fitted my latch-
key—that 1 knew—when a slight diver-
sion occurred.

An elderly gentleman passing in a
hansom eab was frantically gesticulat-
ing to somig¢ one near me, but to whom I
could not imagine, as, onloo round,
I saw no one at all likely to be the fa-
miliar acquaintance of the pérson in the
cab, who was an aristocratic-looking old
man.

One thing I felt sure about—it
could not be me he was signaling to, as
I had never fet eyes on his face before;
and it was a face which, if seen once,
would not readily be forgotten. The
cabman was drowsy, and, having re-
ceived his order;t‘:!here t:iedrive. hl? n;Ja.s
enjoying & sort 's sleep, with only
hn-lkf)ysng eye oppn,‘}%he faithful horse
chiefly ‘guiding himself amid the not
ve?* crowded traffic of the dull streets,
and not troubling himself to pass any
vehicle which might be said to be trot-

ﬁnﬁéﬁhdn't resist a half smile at the
fuiile efforts of the gentleman to get the
driver to » and thought for a mo-
ment of going to his rescue; but this
would have eatailed exertion, and that
was out of the question on such a day.
And, after all, what business was i of
~mine? The man might be a maniac for

1

all L koew, grimacing at his own reflec-
tion in the plate-glass of the shop-win-

"I turned my corner with_the full in-
tention of putting on py slippers and a
“wrhite-flannel boati -l]’;eket, and sitting
down to dinner looking more like a mil-

| apd said

ler or & baker than & respectable mem-

moment to insalt one trade or the other.

Both are very,g in lfr way, and we
eouldn’t do wishiblit themj bty you sees
Liewr way ay, and Iintended

not to look like a respectable member of
our society. But why acoat like amilier
should be less respectable than a coat
like frcaiter is oneol rhose things which
I ifi2Zin® no man can fully understand
or explain. A black swallow-tail is cor-
réct—is usnal—it is the custom. Yes, I
know: but why? * = °

«Well, George, old -boy, bhow are
you?" eried a hearty voice, 88. my foot-
steps ascende stairs. -

 Why, old man, who ever thought of
seeing you—and on such a day too? It
is like living in an oven. What has
brought you up to town, away from your
shooting and country breezes? - You
don’t find it & very good ‘exchange, 1
should think, Bruce.”’

* Business, George! Business, you
know, must be atténded to,”” he replied,
langhing, at the same time almost shak-
ing my hand off, and using an energy
which would have been impossible with
me on such a day, and which, even
second-hand, I fouad quite exhausting.

¢¢ Business!” I echoed. ¢ Why, what
business have you, except enjoying all
the goods the gods provide you with?
Ah, Bruce! you are one of the few lucky
fellows born with a silver spoon ready
to feed you ' (for my old schoolfellow
and friend had well-lined pockets and &
comfortable estate in prospective, as the
only son of a wealthy man of good
familvy).

¢ Never fear, my boy,'’ he answered
cheerily; ¢* the spoon will come to you
some day, and sooner than you think,
perhaps. And now I am going to carry
you off to the theater to night. Where
shall we go?”

*The theater! Why, we should be
sufforated!” I gasped.

“Not a bit of it,” he answered.
““You shall have as many ices as you
please to cool you. I've only this one
night in town, and I’m not to be baulked
of going to the play. You Londoners
don’t know what it is to enjoy things as
we countrymen do.”

““Bat why come up for so short a
time? I can put you up as long as you
like, and—""

4 0, you'll feel more *fit’ when you
have had your dinner, (George. BIV the
byve, when <sAall we have it? am
deucedly hungry, I can tell yon.”’

“Hungry!”* I murmured, looking at
my friend in astonishment. **Well, old
man, you are 3 wonder. Fancy anyone
being hungry to-day!™

And sure enough he was. 1 acknowl-

| edred the fact as I saw the breast of a

chicken, followed by the wing, merry-
thought, and two legs, vanish before him
like summer lightning, assisted by sev-
eral slices of ham, and an alarming
quantity of vegetables and bread. 1
watched and envied him his appetite.
Of course- he had his way, the great big
overpowering fellow! He was some
vears older than myself, and I had been
his ‘¢ fag’ at Eton. Not that he had
ever bullied me; still, 1 was accustomed
to follow out his wishes; and to the the-
ater we went. * Our Boys' was being
acted, and upon that he decided. We
took our places in the stalls; the curtain
rose, and the piece began.

My friend Tom Bruce was instantly
absorbed in thedplut,—-rea.dy to laugh at
all the jokes, and pretty nearly to cry at
the pathetic parts. Soft-hearted old
fellow! I ‘had seen * Our Boys! till 1
knew just when to expect the tid-bits;
so [ was not giving much attention to
the stage. And then I saw coming
toward the stalls the very same old gen-
tleman whom I had seen in the hansom
cab some hours before; and I fell to
wondering if he had managed to rouse
the driver and stop his friend. Ismiled
as I emembermf his excitement, and
looked up at him. To my astonishment,
I found him regarding me with a most
annoyed, not to say stern, expression of
face. I supposed he had seen me in
the afternoon, and had noted that I was
amused at him, and now was deter-
mined to resent it—a fact not likely to
be particularly pleasant, as he walked
up and took possession of the very next
seat to the one which I occupied. I had no
wish to annoy my neighbor; so I fixed
my eyes upon the stage, and tried to be
interested in the actors; but all the time
I was aware that the gentleman in the
next seat was doing me the honor of
staring intently at me, and that he was
beeoming ' v angry. And then he
soid ‘“ Edward!™

A man had taken the place on the
other side of him—that I saw without
looking, Could he be Edward? Yet I
felt'that my neighbor’s face was turned
toward me. First he had spoken in a
low tone: but now he raised his voice,
in “Edward!” so suddenly
that it e me jump. Still I did not
tarn round, as it was no business of
mine, and I did not wish to give my
irascible neighbor any cause of offense.

¢« Do you hear me, sir?"’ he continued
hotly. *“What is the use of your pre-
tending not to see me?”’

By this time Tom Bruce’s attention
had been attracted, and [ was feeling
very uncomfortable, for a violent jerking
was going on at my left coat-sleeve; and
the idea had returned to me that this
excitable gentleman was out of sound
mind; and having the distaste for bein

e 8. “laughing-stock’—which is
strong in most people—I feared lest he
had singled wie out to render me absurd
in the egos of all dssembled there. A
more violent tag, ‘however, made me
toen | aniindignant remonstrance.

“ Towhat am [indebted, sir, for this
unusual conduct?™ I asked. -

¢ What the deuce are you doing here
at all?”’ he replied in an angry tone.

(**Mad,” 1 said inwardly. **Mad as a

hatteri'’)
“Sir, "’

must be laboring tinder soma delasion. |

As 1 bhave not the honor of yonr
acquaintance, you <¢su_ have no

ssible right to question where I
should ror should mot be. At the
same time, I feel bound to remark that
this is not a proper moment for conver-
sation, and I must bez you not to
address me again; st any rate while
the acting is going "on. ' If yon have

gw%}?" ma"a;t?r?r& I shall
k gm.g ¥ thif is" C€ for 1 %alt I had

spoken well, and doubtless he thought
so, toos for though he looked at me
from timé’ to time he did'not : to
me again till the curtam fell at the end
of the first act. But mo sooner had it
touched the fioor than he turned on me

'at once.

for.al...# And..

c =

now, sir,"’ '
phantly, “*what have-yo
yourself?™ : s

- Nor.hi;é." I replied ; “andif jt is not
disrespectful to m ‘hairs, sir,. to
return the comp nt."

* Coniound youn,” cried the old man,
springing up; “thisis too much! A joke,

far.
shonld try to conaciliate and notto aggra-
vate me.” .d s \ -

* Sir,” I replied, **all you say 1is
donbtless perlci;:)lly true; bat it is quite
bevond my powers of comprehension.™

e put his denble gold eyeglass tizht-
Iy on his nose, and looked at mewh;ﬁ
and keenly. I had risen, too,and )
facing him. At last he said, with a sad
resentment : "t

“ Edward, is this the right way for a
son to treat a father?™

* You are laboring under some mis-
take,’’ I answered, gently, for there was
suggestive of tears. *‘L Aave no father;
I orﬁ; wish [ had."”

There was silence between us, and
Tom stood regarding us both curiously.

At length my strange acquaintance
broke out again.
~ ® Nonsense, boy! Do you think I
don’t know my own son?"

¢« But sarely, sir,” 1 re?lied, “you do
not suppose me to be he!"

“It would be strange, indeed, if I
could mistake my own child,” he an-
swered, with a plaintive smile. *Ed-
ward, you have carried this folly far
enongh, too far.”

What was I to do? what to say? How
was I to convince this gentleman, whom
I supposed to be wandering in his mind,
that he had made a ludierous blunder
in mistaking me for his son? Here my
honest friend Tom came to my rescue.

¢ If you are really serious, sir, in what
you say, I can relieve any anxiety you
may feel on the subject. That gentie-
man and I have been friends since we
were boys together at Eton; and even
in those days he had no father.”

The people were now again taking
their places, and the opening of the sec-
ond aect pat a stop to her conversa-
tion; but I felt that my would-be rela-
tion scarcely removed his eyes from my
face; still, he never spoke agzain until
the play was entirely finished, and [ was
showing signs of I’e:;ving the theater.
He then p his hand kindly on my
arm.

** My boy," he said, “I will forgive
you if only you will acknowledge that
you have been wrong to play such a trick
on your father. You should not have
left your work when you knew how
much I wished you to pass your exam-
ination well; but now that yvou are so
near home, you must not retarnto Cam-
bridge without a look at your mother.
I am going down by the last train, and
you will go with me.”’

¢ My dear sir,” I exclaimed, “ I will
do anything you wish. 1 see you be-
lieve what youn say; but, indeed, not
only am I not f'our son, baut I have
never had the pleasure of seeing you
before."

A smile was lurking round the old
man’s mouth.

“Well, well, you will come home with
me, at any rate.”

st Certainly, if it will ease your mind ;"
then suddenly remembering Tom Bruce,
¢ that is, if my friend will exeuse me for
a few hours; I maust be back very early
in the morning. Where is it we are
going P

**Where, but to Richmond ' he an-
swered, impatiently; * you know we do
not leave there for some weeks yet."'

« Never mlilnd me,” excl;imed h’l‘om.
good-naturedly ; ¢ give me the latch-key,
that is all;™ ythi.-!glalt:)m:l, and then inya
whisper: ¢ Who knows, George, but
Egu may find the silver spoon at the

ttom of this? You had better go and
see it out.”

I meekly handed him the key, and we
went out of the theater together. I
made one more protest, but it was use-
less; my old new father placed his hand
within my arm and drew me into a
‘ four-wheeler,”” as though fearin{‘ I
should escape from a hansom., Ve
drove to Waterloo, and were soon im the
train. A handsome carriage and pair
met us at Richmond Station, and I had
jo follow my new-made acquaintance
into it. I began to feel most uncomfort-
able. Here was I, a perfect stran-
ger, driving up to the house of—I
did not know whom, and supposed to
be a member of the family. What was
to become of me? I had come, out of
sheer good-nature, entirely because of
the dewy look in the old man’s eyes;
and now I saw what a fool I was likely
to make of myself. I had no means of

etting back to London that night, and

had not even a razor or a night-shirt—
not even a clean collar for the morrow;
and, what was worse still, I should Bave
to 2o up in my dress-clothes. These
reflections were ‘not vaxo' comforting ;
but it was of now use to my vexa-
tion to my peculiar friead. -

At length the silemce was broken by
the carriage stopping-suddenly.

¢« Here we are!'” he cried, eagerly
preparing to get out. :

““1 beg your fmﬂlon." I said, detain-
ing him: *“but I should be obliged if
you would tell me your name; it is awk-
ward, not ksowing.”

He burst out laughing.

# Come, drop rconsense, Teddy;
it’s too absurd!™

The carriage-door flew open, and I
followed my companion out.

¢ Good-night, Mr. Edward," said the
footman. Ml ¥y 85

¢ Glad to sea , Sir!” exelaimed
the butler. * This is an onexpected

leasure; thougzht as how you were at
E‘ambridge still, Mr. Edward.”
My strange acquaintance looked at

I a.nawemd, soleninly *‘you { me trinmphantly.

| Where is your mistress, Johnson?
| is she up still?"’

“ O yes, sir, and Miss Ida, too; they
both said as how they would wait for
you, sir.” : '

It did not take us long to relieve our-
selves of our hats, ete., and then Tfound
myself following my host and the butler
up some broad, softly-carpeted stairs.
Tl:le man threw open adoor, and [ could
sce bcfoga ot £W$-m ofyg aged

roportions, if an
Ewo ladies t&vm, o mee?m with
outstretched arms.

¢ Here id anun pleasure for
you, mamma!" said my. .comp$nion,
biithely. -

“ 0 Edward, my darling!™ exclaimed
| the elder lady, throwing her armsabout
lmy neck and huzging ms heartily.

u to say for|en

is'a juke, bat it won't do\to carryit too |
I have found you out, and you{ lain.

Here was I—not willingly, to be
sure, but none the less certainly—in this
house, sailing under false colors, receiv-
ing welcomes and greetings which were
decidedly never intended for me. I was
too u ‘bewildered to guess even at
whatit could mean. No. doubs it was
soms curious and most unfortunate mis-
take. Ida's lips were the sweetest I had
ever touched, and I was sorely tempted
to give her kiss for kiss. Per my
omitting to t%o .o'l‘h her :ﬁ k :;t
me so strangely. ey Were all crowd-
| ing round me with questions and kindly
words, and I felt [ could bear it no

pa M} dear sir,” I exclaimed impa-
“you are placing me in a very

amoist look about the old man’s eyes | longer

vince you that [ am & st anger to you?"

Ida changed color, from white to red
and from red to white. The elder lady
looked from one of us to the other for
an explanation of my words.

*¢ Is it not absurd 7"’ said the old gen-
tleman. “*I have brought him home
almost by force, protesting to the last
that he has never seen me before; but
now he is carryving the joke too far.”

Ida (how pretty and graceful she
was!) walked quietly up to a reading-
lamp, which stood on a table at somse
distance off, and raised it to my face.

“Q papa!” she exclaimed, ¢ this is
not Teddy. What is to be done? Don't
you remember he has a scar across his
right eyebrow, which this gentleman has
not?" It was difficult to convince him
even then; but the mamma disowned
me at once.

# Only to think that I should for a
moment have been deceived!” she
said, apologetically. ¢¢Bus, indeed, the
likeness is marvelous!™ »

Ida said but little; and whenever our
eyes met she blushed, remembering,
doubtless, how warmly she had em-
braced me.

I soon found out that my host wasa
Mr. Bayley, who almost overpowered
me with apologies for his mistake.

They insisted upon my sleeping there,
and I accepted on condition that they
would let me depart before they were
down in the morning, that I might es-
cape the observation my dress-clothes
would call upon me from the very ga-
mins in the London streets; and also I
was really anxious to see my friend Tom
Bruce, and explain to him the carious
events of the evening.

To this they agreed, exacting from
me 3 promise that I would come down
again before they left Richmond for the
sea. % An acyuaintance so strangely be-
gun," they said, *“ must not be allowed
to fall through.”

And Mr. Bayley even now found it
hard to believe his mistake, and could
scarcely take his eyes off my face, which
so curiounsly resembled his own son’s.

The next morning an early breakfast
was brought to me in my room, and L
was en route to Loodon before my new
friends were awake. I esca the
jeers of the street arabs by jumping into
a hansom and whirling home as fast as
thesiorse could carry me.

Tom was still asleep, but roused up
when I opened his bedroom door, and
called loudly for me to come in.

¢t Holloa! whois that? O, , T
boy, it is yon, is it? Come and tell me all
about it. Have you found the silver
spoon, eh?"

**1 have found the prettiest girl I ever
saw in all my life,”” I replied with a
smile.

%0, it's that sort of spoon, isit?"
cried he, with a loud gnffaw. ¢ Well,
George, I didn't expect that of you, and
you so0 many years my junior; but I
forgive ‘gou. my bo{)‘ and will be best
man. hen is it to be?"’

** My dear Bruce, what are you driv-
ing at? T tell you I have met a pretty
girl, and you ask when it's to be? You
and my new friend, Mr. Bayley, might
run in a curricle for two lunaties, I
really think,”" I answered, impatiently.

“ Whew!”" cried Tom: ** bad as all
that, are you? Well, well, it’s what we
all eome to sooner or later; il's a com-
plaint it is better to have young. Now,
Georg'e, what's she like?”

¢ Who?" [ replied, resentfully. “ Do
you mean Miss Ida Bayley?"

* Yes, to be sure, if thatis her name.”

¢ Well, then, Miss Bayley is the pret-
tiestgirl I ever saw,” 1 answered, en-
thasiastically.

* Yes, [ know,” replied he, calmly;
“‘you wentioned that before.”

+ Why, Bruce, old man, you don’t
expect me to describe every feature, do
you, like a cheap Jack at a fair? and if
I would, I couldn’t. How do I know
the color of her eyes?—but I know how
they look. What does it matter to me
whether her mouth is the shape of
Cupid's bow or not?—I know how it
smiles. Ida Bayley is not the girl you
could criticise as you talk to her; you
Jfeel she is there—that if she is not beau-
tiful, beauty can not be worth having."

I looked up I: my triend;h '030 was
regarding me fairly open-mou .

* Do vou understand P’ I asked.

# Quite,”” he replied, with an honest
smile, *and I congratulate lE:m: and
now, George, tell me—has Miss Ida a
si~ter? If so, I think I will accompany
you to Richmond.”

Well, of course, I went down into
Surrey again; and, odd as it may seem,
I became quite a favorite with all the
Bayley hm.:i . It was my strange re-
semblance to the absent Edward, no
doubt, which endeared me to them; but,
whatever the reason may have been, the
loop-line Waterloo Station ticket-clerk
soon grew familiar with my destination,
and gave me my ticket for Richmond as s
matter of course when my face a
veared looking through the pigeon-hole
" P Bal ing to the Isle of

e Bayleys were going

Wight, and.);‘tmge to say, I found /
was going there, too; though I fully be-
lieved myself to have made up my mind
to have a good month’s sport lmngetha
birds with Tom Bruce over his father’s
well-preserved acres. But [ discovered
much for s ; an P of
some trips with the Bayleys in their
yacht was a deligh:ful anticipation to
me, outweighing all other counterbal-
ancing infloences.

We all weat down tagether, and a
happy Wme, indeed, we had of it. Too

tiently,
pa.i.n.\‘zl position. What can I do tocon- | the

others. Yes
certainly that holidsy of mine was one

of the happiest periods of
shall'never, never forget it.
know how it came about;

ness ; for h I had loved her from
that first night when her dear lips had
met mine, I nover intended to have let
her know my secret, fearing so greatly
to lose all while grasping at more. B
1 had done it in 8 moment of unrestrain-
able feeling and agi
I am [ did! for, poo
her, my Ida gave me all her dear love
when I asked for it; and, indeed, she
acknowl » with's sweet warm blush,
Lhn‘tﬁt. had been mine before I asked it
at all.

What Ida wished every one wished ;
80 Mr. and Mrs. Bayley were kind and
good to me. Butof course they felt
they must not let me have her wi ta
little tantalization; so we were to wait
till Christmas “before we were to be
considered actually engaged,
acquaintance had been so short a

g

one. It only made me love her
the more to have my happiness re-
tarded; and I looked Pomrd to

that Christmas-day as I have never done
before, and never shall do agsin.

Jt came at last, and my darling was
ready to fly into the arms that were
eagerly stretched to clasp her. And be-
fore I had half made up my mind to
release her the door suddenly opened,
and, looking quickly round, I was never
so astonished in my life; for I saw my
?hado:—-noil:ot s Idl::d. for bt;hsl.hlib-
ess, but what appea to my very
self—walking across the mn.y
stood by with a smile to watch the meet-
ing, and we two men gazed steadily at
one another, and then burst into un-
controllable fits of laughter.

s Jt isabsurd!"™ we both remarked,
in a hreath.

And so it was, for even our voices
" Eiward Bayley and T became gres

Edwa ayley an me t
friends; and ym{ny a trick have we
played successfully in consequence of
our strange likeness to each other—a
fact I have never ceased to be thaunkful
for, for did it not gain me my wife?

Ida says she does not think we are so
much alike as we were; but havi
been some years married she, doubtless,
knows my face as others do not, and
has found out in it beauties for herself

which are invisible to other eyes, and
which none but hera would have dis-
covered.— Tinsley's Magazine.

A Mother's Sad Meeting With Her
Four Sons.

Oxe of the saldest scenes ever- wit-
nessed in the Missouri Penitentiary
transpired to-day. A mother met four
of her sons wearing the stri suits as
convicts within its walls. Their names
and erimes, a8 recorded on the Peniten-
tinry rolls, are: James Greenwade,

30 years; ten years for ;T
cei;ad sfgt;?%bor 30 last. Intherr _ bbn:;
wade, 26; seven years for ro

and larceny. Breckinridge Greenwade,
aged 25; seven years for robbery and
larceny. Henry Greenwade, aged 20;
ten years for robbery and larceny; re-
ceived day before yesterday; from
Bates County.

The father and mother of these men
live in -Jefferson, near Mount Sterling,
Ky.; keep a hotel there, and are
tolerably well to do in life. Four or
five years the elder brother came to
Missouri and bought afarm near Batler,
in Bates County. The yo brothers
followed soon after, and the four lived
together on the place, the oldest being
married. Neighbors looked upon them
as people of means, and respectable.
For two or three years all sorts of devil-
ment was perpetrated in and about
Butler. Persons  were waylaid and
robbed by disguised men, mails were
rifled, burglaries committed and hogs
stolen. At iength suspicion centered on
the Greenwades, and they were watched
by officers and citizens and at last caught
“dead to rights.”” Mail pouches, cut
open and rifled, were found in the
cellar, and other stolen property on
their remises. Conviction was
easy, and they were landed in the Peni-
teutiary. At the time stated the mother,
hearing her sons were in trouble, posted
in haste to Bates County, only to learn
that they had all been convicted of
crimes and taken to the State- n.
With her hter-in-law and lat-
ter's two she reached J
City to-day and at once proceeded to the
Penitentiary. The meeting with her

4
sons was terribl nﬂocﬂngisndhhll-
aerwdDepnty’Wuden bury for
onceinhhluomonywmaun‘

«“ My God,” she exclaimed, “that s
mother should live to see four of her be-
loved boys in such a place!"™

The were kind and tender to
the afilicted ones, but they had at last
to use force in the mother
from her sons, and ber to leave
them after a visit of three or four hours.

Mrs. Groenwade, Sr., is a woman of
not over fifty years in appearance, well
mannered, strong-minded and intelli-
gent; but the fearful realization was
more than her mother's heart could bear
unmoved, and she gave vent to her
shame and sorrow in & manner more af-
fecting than was ever before witnes«ed
ﬁmmmm She left for her
Kentocky this evening, taking hor
dmgm hter-in-law and the children with

doubtless never

he is a minister of the gospael
standing. One of the convicts is in the
l li“’ uuﬁ“l.-—-w. 8‘. M’ m
Democrat.
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“Waar is fame? ' asks the Philadel-
hia American. Fame is the resalt of

Eeingctvﬂ to newspaper men,—.Bosion
ost.

ArxANsas women love to whistle.—

Boston Post. And what {s more

B2 | than tulips well blownP—

Bulletin.

back to the plough? - And

“neigh; they go to the trough."—Bur-

lington H, ye. - "
Tnlyoungmotﬂ“::. n

ppeara and areun .
:'::d we in'mdput to k ?&m
n ~rar B 4 m-
selves .~ Nyack and
Couniry.

« MANAGEMENT of the wotld's fair™
is troubling New York jastnow. ' ds
a problem that Adam

when there was o one m‘l

and she got the of him.— -

Haven Rogister. . ., | ;'8
Guu.r:ilollhmmmtw: An im-

mense omm

llonummrm nited Siates,

an ancient and abandobed country, to
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